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Saturday
Usual text from you, upbeat as always
Art Prize is in full swing.
you’re working security at 12am
But you don’t complain
I was right by Pew Campus
I should have stopped to see you.
Sunday
true feelings revealed
you’ve been interested for a while
I don’t respond
I don’t know what to say
I figure it can wait until later
Monday
Sitting in Kirkhof in between classes
That was our favorite place to hang out 
And you always let me win when we played pool
Thought about you, and contemplated
calling to see if you were on campus
Decided to just head home.
I should have called.
tuesday
Finish an exam sitting in Brit Lit
I never leave in the middle of class
But something in my gut just didn’t feel right
I leave, head to my car and then I receive the text
“Shane just died” I’m confused like this has to be joke
a very unamusing, idiotic joke, but it’s not.
The rest of the day I’m in shock
That night I cry, reading the last message you wrote me
Over and over again.
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Wednesday
Puffy eyes, checking my phone to see if there’s a “Hey Beautiful” text from you
Nope, it’s really true. I go to my first class
Everyone’s talking about you, I can’t take it so I leave
Work is even hard to deal with because I’m so used to seeing you drive by 
everyday
Security van pulls up I long to see you step out
This is hard, why didn’t I call you? Why did you go to the Rec Center?
Questions stuck in my head 
Thursday
I miss you a lot, I still can’t wrap my head around it
But I remember the good times
These past three years have really been a blessing
I got to experience your kind spirit, your joy for life, even
they way you mumbled when you talked that drove me crazy.
I’ll remember every small detail of you
Friday
your funeral, still feels weird to say that
I’m one of the first to arrive, I sit next to a woman who 
knew you well and we talk about you, she makes me smile
for the first time in a while. I refuse to go see your body
lying in the casket; don’t want that image in my head.
I’ll always remember you how I saw you last
crooked smile, broad shouldered, in your security uniform 
hugging me saying “ I’ll see you soon”
Maybe not today, maybe not for years, but one day 
this statement will be true, and I’ll see my dear friend
again, until then I’ll miss you.
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